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INTRODUCTION
The war was over and it was spring 1946, I had just had my sixth birthday and 

along with my family I was living in a house in Brooklands Avenue, Sidcup.  We had 
moved there in 1941 after my father had been recruited by the Ministry of Works.  
He was a Civil Engineer, involved in repairing bombed out buildings in the South 
London area.  Although the war was now over, his work continued. With me were 
my two sisters; Valerie who was four years older than I and Wendy now about 
six months old.  During the war we suffered continual bombing and in January 
1945 a V2 Rocket fell near our house, injuring my mother.  I will always remember 
the shock of this incident. Thankfully, the local police rescued us all after the roof 
had been blown off our house.  After the war ended, our rented house was to be 
reoccupied by its owners and we would have to move out to allow them to return.  
They had moved away earlier in the war, probably to avoid the bombing, especially 
as the railway ran behind our house.

A lady from the local Council came to see my parents about re-housing us.  She 
told them that the Council had recently requisitioned a large house in Chislehurst.  
This house was to be specifically used to re-house displaced families.  Mother went 
with her to see the house and was very impressed.  A decision was taken that 
we would move to Chislehurst as soon as it was possible.  We were told that this 
large house also had a very large garden, which we were to share with three other 
families.  As children, hearing about the large garden, we were very keen to go.  
Currently our playground was a series of local bombsites.  The house we were due 
to move into was called Glebe House and was the former Rectory to St Nicholas’ 
Church, Chislehurst.
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GLEBE HOUSE
The above picture shows a computer generated impression of the house which 

stood in Manor Park Road on the south side, in a position in front of where the new 
Rectory now stands.  Bordering us to the east was Manor House, previously known 
as the Ellis House.  On the west side were the Falconwood Riding Stables.  These 
stables were on Glebe (or Church) land and leased to Mr Stevenson.  The stables 
were originally used for the Rector’s horse-drawn transport until motor vehicles 
replaced them.  Opposite the house was Rectory Meadow, then being used for 
horse grazing.

Records show that a Richard Carmarden had rebuilt the house in 1586. To 
commemorate this the inscription ‘R 1586 C’ had been carved on the hall door. At 
that time the house was known as Parsonage House1 

The Reverend Thomas Moore, who served as Rector to St Nicholas Church for 
many years had the house rebuilt again in 1735.

The house continued to serve as the Rectory and many famous rectors have lived 
there. The Reverend Francis Wollaston LL.B served as Rector from 1769 until 1815.

The Reverend Francis Murray served as Rector from 1846 until his death in 1902.  
It is said that, with others, he worked on the genesis of Hymns Ancient and Modern 
in the old Rectory2.

In 1899 the hall door with the ‘R 1586 C’ inscription was in the basement or cellar.  
When we arrived in 1946 it had become the back door.  Above the door was ‘T 
1735 M’ denoting the later rebuilding.  This inscription was mounted underneath 
the door canopy.  At this time the door was painted white, as were all the window 
frames.

Later, in 1949, the house was repainted white again. The lead paint used probably 
help preserve the door until it was rescued for restoration after 1960. The paint was 
removed during the restoration carried out by Mr Easden and the door was then 
hung in St Nicholas’ church as the door to the hymn book cupboard.

I scaled my photographs during my research, and have measured the door as it 
is now. I can confirm that it has not been cut down in any way; only the latch slot 
has been filled in. 

The photograph of the house in Webb’s History of Chislehurst shows the house 
with three storeys.  This photograph was probably taken around 1890.  Later, in 
1938, the house was improved and reduced in size to only two storeys.  This was 

1 ‘The History of Chislehurst’ E. A. Webb.
2 ‘Imperial Chislehurst’ T.A.Bushell
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done in an attempt to reduce its running costs.  Details of this work are recorded in 
the parish records of 1938, when a mortgage was raised to pay for the work.

With the house improvements completed, it continued to serve as the Rectory 
to St Nicholas Church until about 1940. The resident Rector Canon J R Lumb then 
decided to move into the Clergy House in St Paul’s Cray Road. On moving in he 
joined his curate, the Reverend Robert Watson, who was already living there.

With the war now raging, the Army requisitioned the empty house.  It served as 
a billet for an ATS Signals Corps unit in 1943. The ATS girls also used Chesil House 
as their Mess Hall.  To reach this, they walked across Rectory Field to the rear 
entrance.  The ATS also used the house called Wayside in St Paul’s Cray Road as 
their Signal Corps Headquarters.  Later in the war, a unit of the Royal Artillery is 
thought to have used Glebe House.

It was as a large two-storey red brick house that I remember seeing it for the 
first time.  Ivy covered the front of the house and trees shielded the view of the 
stables next door. The trees that had once stood by the front path had gone.  With 
accommodation for at least 14 people, this house was much bigger and grander than 
I had expected. It had suffered some damage during the war and the conservatory 
on the western end was now in ruin.

When we arrived in the summer of 1946, there were already two families and 
an elderly lady living in the house.  Mr & Mrs Drew lived upstairs on the western 
end and Mr & Mrs Heard lived on the eastern end. Both had young daughters.  
Downstairs, an elderly lady had a large room facing the back garden. This had 
probably been a library or study when the rector was resident.   As our family was 
the largest, we were given all the rest of the rooms on the ground floor.

Entering the house from the front gate there was a tiled path that led up to the 
front door.  There was a marble step, and the door had a white marbled surround. 
Above the door was a wooden plaque with the name ‘Glebe House’.  The front door 
was made of oak, half glazed and set back.  There were shutter doors on each side 
that could be closed in extreme weather.

As you entered the wide hall, the floor was tiled in a mosaic pattern. Leading 
upwards from the hall was a magnificent staircase.  Alongside the staircase was a 
narrower passage leading to the back door and rear garden.  The staircase was wide 
and ornamental and I remember it had a wide banister, just the type for small boys 
to slide down.

At the top of the first flight of stairs, there was a large window giving a long view 
over the back garden and beyond.  As with all the other windows in the house, they 
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were the old sash type, and the inside sills were deep enough to sit in.  The second 
flight of stairs led to the upper rooms and there was a third flight that led to the loft.  
Although I cannot remember all the details of the staircase, the Archbishop’s Palace 
at Charing, Kent has a very similar one.  It is possible that the church had certain 
styles for use in their properties.

Passing down the hall towards the back door you descended two steps and on 

This photograph of my two sisters and myself shows the door and the inscription 
(T1735M) under the canopy.
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your left was the entrance door to the cellar.  There were about six steep steps going 
down to the cellar floor.  It was always cold and dark in the cellar and whenever 
I went down there, I was always afraid that I might get locked in.  The cellar had 
probably been used for storing food using ice blocks.  As children we were not 
supposed to go down there, or up into the spacious loft, which appeared to allow 
access onto the roof.

I assume that originally all the bedrooms were on the upper floors.  However, 
ours were on the ground floor.  My parent’s bedroom was the first room on the 
right on entering the house.  This room faced north and was almost certainly the 
original dining room. As in other rooms there were stained oak panels on the walls. 
Some of the original furniture was still in the room.  From here you could pass into 
another room on the western end of the house.  This room had two sets of French 
doors allowing access to both the rear garden and the conservatory, indicating that 
the room was probably used as a lounge for relaxing after dining.

The ceilings were high, and heating the rooms during winter was a problem, 
especially later in the very cold winter of 1947.  There was a large boiler to provide 
hot water.  When it was available we normally burnt coke, but wood was used 
when we ran out.  Each room had its own fireplace and with the shortage of fuel 
after the war, burning wood was a good cheap alternative.  As my father was now 
working away from home, I became responsible for providing fuel for the fires in the 
house.  I would collect fallen tree branches that were scattered around the garden 
and chop them up ready for burning.

Included in the rooms we had been given, was the original kitchen.  This room 
contained a worn heavy wooden table.  Many meals for past rectors had probably 
been prepared here.  The larder was so large you could walk inside it and on the 
wall was an old bell-operated call panel.  In earlier times this had been used to 
summon the staff.

The conservatory had been damaged during the war; this was probably caused 
when a bomb landed nearby in Rectory Gardens.
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THE GARDEN
Behind the house was the main lawn.  This was totally overgrown when we arrived.  

My father went to the stables and arranged with Mr Stevenson to allow some of 
the ponies to graze in our back garden.  This proved to be a doubly advantageous 
arrangement as, not only did the ponies munch their way through the tall grass, but 
we children learned how to ride bareback whilst we were still quite young.

The Reverend Francis Murray had rebuilt the garden which had been in a very 
poor condition when he arrived.  Overgrown as it was in 1946, it still showed signs 
of its former glory.  Flowers, trees and shrubs surrounded the lawn.  There were 
rows of apple trees, a fig tree and even a mulberry tree.  There was a small pond 
with weeping willow trees along the bank.

At the end of the lawn, on the left, was a large weeping beech tree.  Beyond this 
was a field used for horse jumping.  If you walked down the path alongside this field 
you came to the stile.  Cross over this and you were now in the large field that ran 
behind Cooper’s School.  This field extended down so far, that you could continue 
walking right down to the railway at Three Bridges.

My father and younger sister on one of Mr Stevenson’s ponies
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THE BACK LAWN
We could not believe we had such a huge garden or private area to play in.  To be 

able to roam and explore this vast area was a child’s dream come true.  In 1897 a 
‘terrier’, or land audit, stated that the Glebe lands amounted to about 14 acres.  This 
area included the stables and the land where the fire station was built.  The large 
field covered about another 28 acres.

The original vegetable garden was so overgrown that my father laid out a new 
one.  Looking after the vegetable garden became one of my responsibilities.  
Alongside the stable wall was the potting shed.  Although this had suffered war 
damage it looked as if there had been a regular gardener working there.  This would 
explain the diversity of the trees, plants, shrubs and flowers.  There were fruit trees 
growing up both the south and eastern facing stable walls, these included plums 
and greengages.  White Gates Cottage now stands on the site of the former stables 
and the original stable wall forms the eastern border to the property This wall is 
now  a preserved structure.  Evidence of the fruit trees has been found alongside 
this wall since the redevelopment.

Mr Drew, who lived upstairs, attached a swing to the Weeping Beech tree for 
the benefit of us children.  I am pleased to say that when the area was redeveloped 
after 1960 this tree was not cut down and it still stands today, complete with the 
iron rings used for the swing.

The back lawn
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ST NICHOLAS SCHOOL
Although it was fun at my new house, I had to go to school to continue my 

education.  I was duly enrolled at St Nicholas’ School for Boys, as it was then 
called.  The school had very strong links with St Nicholas’ Church, and we received 
religious instruction at the school from the curate, the Rev Robert Watson.

In 1946 the Headmaster of the school was Mr David Jenkins.  Conditions in the 
school were quite basic due to limited resources.  I can remember when he tried to 
organize new school uniforms; we were given samples to wear home to display to 
our parents and convince them how much better we would look, so encouraging 
our parents to buy them.  Shortly afterwards I had both a brand new uniform and 
cap, complete with the galleon emblem.

The school was formed of three classrooms joined to the headmaster’s house.  
This created a quadrangle; the open 
space was often used for outdoor 
activities.  

The school, as in use today, 
remains as a quadrangle, although 
now it is a mixed primary.  Unlike 
most schools it is not enclosed by 
any fence or barrier.  We were taught 
all the normal lessons for a Primary 
School and I remember Mr Fox the 
history teacher and other teachers 
such as Mrs Brett, Mrs Ruscoe, and 
Mr Rodgers.

On the wall of one of the 
classrooms was a Roll of Honour.  
This listed former pupils from 
the school who had achieved 
distinction.  Some had achieved 
academic honours; others had 
served their King and Country in 
the Great War.

One of my classmates was Peter 
Waters, whose father ran Waters 
Bookshop on Royal Parade.  Sadly Me in school uniform
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his father was killed in a motorcycle accident on the St Paul’s Cray Road.  Another 
classmate was the son of Air Chief Marshall Sir John Baker, who lived in Church 
Row.  My best friend at school was John Blott.  John lived with his mother and father 
in their flat over her hairdressing shop called the Silver Birch Salon at number 16 
Royal Parade (now the location of Porters Menswear).

Some of the boys from the school were selected to sing in the church choir.  I 
myself did not make the grade.  Every Thursday evening after choir practice, the 
boys would play organized games on the common near the cockpit. I would watch 
and join in if there were not enough players.  Ann Murray the organist was in charge 
of the games. She lived in a house called Wardly in Church Lane where Cedarmore 
Court now stands.

On important religious occasions the entire school attended services In St 
Nicholas’ Church, we would normally enter through the west door and sit at the 
back.

As there were no dining facilities at the school, those wishing to have lunch were 
faced with a considerable walk.  Lunch was available at the British Restaurant, 
located alongside the library on Red Hill.  On an average day a group of about 12 
boys, in the company of at least one of the masters, would walk to the restaurant.  
This involved walking across the common, down the High Street and on to Red 
Hill.  There were many distractions en route.  We always stopped to look in at Mr 
Lash’s forge.  To see him beating red-hot iron was always interesting, especially after 
two hours of Maths and English.  We would look in all the shops and after walking 
quietly past the police station, would reach the restaurant.  The food was quite 
good and we paid for it with tickets bought at the school.  If we finished our meal 
quickly, we were allowed to go back to school on our own.

Sometimes, when passing Prickend Pond, we would meet Smokey Joe, the old 
tramp who lived in the area.  I believe Joe had friends in the Queen’s Head Public 
House.  To us he was a strange and interesting person but at that time we knew 
nothing of his background.

Back at school the lessons continued.  The classrooms were lit by gas mantle.  
During the dark winter days we hoped the mantle would fail, as, without a spare, 
we would all be sent home early.  During the winter of 1947 it was so cold that the 
lavatories, which were outside, froze solid.  This resulted in an extended winter 
holiday; about two weeks extra as I remember.  Both ponds froze over and lots of 
people skated on Rush Pond.  Along with my friends we tobogganed down Manor 
Park Road, as the road surface was frozen.  Our house was very cold that winter, 
and many of our pipes froze up. 
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THE PEOPLE
As time went by I got to know some of the local people.  Everyday I passed the 

churchyard on my way to school, and I would often stop to talk to Mr.Leasy.  Mr. 
Leasy was the Verger.  He was always busy tidying up the graves or the churchyard.  
Later on I met Mr. Cox the Head Commons Keeper, a man of considerable stature.  
Mr. Cox wore a smart brown uniform complete with a brass buckled belt and 
brown leather hat.  He was always wary of small boys, and often warned us against 
damaging the common by climbing the trees etc.

Every year there would be a large bonfire on the common to celebrate Guy 
Fawkes Night.  This was often built near St Michael’s Orphanage.  Mr. Cox would 
oversee the building, during which we cleared the common of dead gorse and 
broken branches.  On reflection, he got us to clear up the common without our 
realizing it.

As I passed St Nicholas’ Church everyday I often met the Curate, the Reverend 
Robert Watson.  He was a kind, softly spoken man, who always had time for those 
in need of guidance.

I had a friend called Cyril Brown, who lived in Hawkwood Garden Cottage on 
Birdcage Walk.  To visit him I would walk down Hawkwood Lane then Botany Bay 
Lane going towards Tong’s farm.  Sometimes I would meet Col. Edlmann’s estate 
man.  He was a big strong man who scared both my friends and myself.  Although 

A good old-
fashioned 
scouting tent
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we were doing nothing wrong, he would often ask us “what we were doing there?”  
In company with my friends I was always very polite to him.  Col. Edlmann owned 
the Hawkwood Estate and I believe that he had game reared on the estate.  Looking 
after the game would have been part of the estate mans job.  I can remember seeing 
game birds in both our back garden and the large field behind Cooper’s school.

Friends and relations on the back lawn
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GETTING BY
My father had been brought up in the country and he knew the country ways.  

He taught me how to set snares to catch rabbits.  These were abundant in our 
garden and the fields beyond.  All this was before Myxomatosis and it was not 
uncommon to see large numbers of rabbits at their twilight feeding time.

If I caught any rabbits they were a welcome addition to our meagre meat ration.  
We had no refrigeration, so any more than two would be taken to the fishmongers 
on Royal Parade, who paid me a shilling each for them.  I remember his white 
marble slab; there was never much fish on display.  Most times there would only be 
Tripe or Whale meat; not the most popular choices.  Sometimes there were game 
birds hanging on the rail.  The fishmonger also had a machine that made sausages in 
great lengths.  Mr. Gatti would deliver huge ice blocks to the shop wrapped in what 
looked like brown hessian sacks.

Our new vegetable garden provided enough vegetables for the entire house.  We 
also shared the fruit from the trees and bushes.  I even collected nuts from a walnut 
tree I had found in the big field.

At Christmas we decorated the house with holly, which was abundant in the 
area.  There were lots of flowers in the garden.  In the spring there were daffodils, 
and narcissus, tulips, and primroses.  Later on the rhododendrons bloomed in a 
variety of colours.

All the families in the house helped one another and, in the days of rationing, we 
were glad to be able to make the most of what the garden had to offer.
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ACTIVITIES
Now that the lawn had been grazed, the grass was cut with a mower, resulting in 

a very large back lawn and it was decided to use the lawn for playing games.  In the 
summer we played tennis and cricket; in the winter we played hockey and football.  
With three families and all their friends we had enough people to make up our own 
teams.  The photo below shows a large group relaxing after a tennis competition.  
My friends often preferred to play in my garden rather than on the common. 

Soon after Christmas 1948 I became old enough to join the local cub pack.  This 
was the Eighth Chislehurst Baden Powell Scout and Cub Group.  We met at the 
Scout hut in Hawkwood Lane, on Colonel Edlmann’s estate.  The Scout hut was 
at the bottom of a steep slope opposite the dairy.  Behind the hut was the bullpen 
where the prize bull was kept.  The bull was huge and had a large brass ring through 
its nose.  As cubs, we were always afraid that it might get out and chase us.

As with most Baden-Powell Scouts 
and Cubs in the 1940’s most of our 
activities concerned field craft.  Col 
Edlmann allowed us to learn our 
field craft on his estate, and we spent 
many happy hours trekking all over 
the area.  As I remember it, the main 
gate to the farm was alongside the 
Scout hut entrance.  Today The Old 
Coach House stands near the top of 
the former steep slope.

Having gained some rudimentary 
skills at identifying animal tracks, I 
used these to enable me to identify 
wildlife using our garden.  Rabbits 
roamed all over.  Due to the war, 
their presence had been largely 
ignored.  This would account for the 
very large numbers that could be 
seen.  Foxes were also regular visitors 
in the garden and sometimes we 
watched groups of them playing on 
the back lawn.  I found two badger Flying the flag



15

Chislehurst Memories

sets in the large field and there were also lots of other smaller rodents.  At the end 
of the garden there was a pond where we fished for sticklebacks and minnows.  
Moorhens, frogs, newts and water voles also shared the pond.

We children had lots of things to do without even leaving the garden.  There were 
many trees and I climbed most of them.  Among these were fir and beech and a 
row of elms where the rooks nested. As children most of our free time was spent 
either in the garden or on the common.  We roamed the whole area from Prickend 
Pond to Willett Wood.  A favourite walk was down Botany Bay Lane and across the 
stream to Three Bridges, where we would watch the trains go by before walking 
back home through the large field.

The lime tree avenue at Hawkwood
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GETTING AROUND
It was noticeable that only rich people had motorcars at that time.  I often walked 

down Church Row to see the large black motorcars parked there.  My dad had a 
bicycle, as did most people, or alternatively you used the bus.  The red 161 waited at 
the Memorial to take you to Eltham. These buses were mostly pre war and the 227 
single-decker would struggle up Summer Hill coming back from Bromley.  The 228 
would take you to Sidcup via Old Perry Street past the Sydney Arms.

On Saturday we got our pocket money.  I think in 1948 it was a shilling a week.  
Along with my older sister and friends, we would go to the children’s Saturday 
morning pictures at Petts Wood.  This involved walking all the way to Chislehurst 
station.  I remember the fare; it was three old pence for a child’s return.  We took 
the old electric train one stop to Petts Wood and it was only a short walk to the 
Embassy Cinema.  We each paid sixpence to watch a number of films, one of which 
was always a Western.  There were the Three Stooges, Buck Rodgers, Hopalong 
Cassidy and many more.  At the end of the films the doors were thrown open, and 
we returned to the real world.  We walked back to the station to wait for our train.  
Whilst on the platform we had to be careful as, with only little warning, a high-
speed steam train would roar through the station.  Steam engines were exciting to 
see and hear and many boys wanted to become engine drivers when they grew up.  
It was always a long walk back home, especially going up Summer Hill, so we were 
glad when we finally arrived back home for lunch.

A train at the points south of Chislehurst
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CHISLEHURST
Sometimes we would go down to the sweet shop on Royal Parade, I remember 

the wooden notice, in the middle of the window, which read “NO ICE CREAM”.  
The notice seemed to be a permanent feature, as it was rarely removed.  When ice 
cream was available, it was shaped as a round piece that had been cut off a length, 
protected by a paper strip around its edge.  Most times we bought lemonade 
powder, liquorice sticks or sweets from a big jar.

Across the road from the sweet shop was Battle’s cake shop, run by two sisters.  
It had a step down going into the shop and on one occasion my cousin fell down 
the step, knocking over the cakes on display.  It was very embarrassing at the time.  
Next to the cake shop was Hyde’s garage.  I remember the solitary tall green petrol 
pump, and some signs advertising Castrol products.

There was another garage in the High Street opposite the police station.  This 
had two petrol pumps fitted with gantry arms. These arms swung out over the 
pavement to allow filling the cars.  Walking under these filling pipes was considered 
quite normal at the time.

A view of the High Street from the Annunciation Church Tower
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MANOR HOUSE
Next door to us on the eastern side was “Manor House”.  It was called this, but 

there was no Lord of the Manor living there.  This was a large old house, with other 
buildings connected to it.  The boundary wall was made of flint and we could just 
see over it.  There was a beautiful lawn with huge trees, some of which were Cedars 
of Lebanon.  All along the wall were rhododendron bushes that bloomed each year 
in a variety of colours.  They employed one regular gardener, who concentrated his 
efforts on the main part of the garden behind the house.  Although we could only 
see a little from our side, what we could see was the pets’ cemetery. Tucked behind 
the front wall, were about twelve gravestones, naming faithful cats and dogs that 
had been buried there over the years.  On the lawn near the house was a round, 
well stocked goldfish pool.

Once a year “Manor House” held an Open Day and a sale of items to raise money 
for St Michael’s Orphanage.  This was the one day each year when we got see the 
garden properly.  Many local dignitaries would attend this event and everyone 
wore best clothes.  As children, we were to be on our best behavior.  I knew some 
of the boys from St Michael’s as they attended St Nicholas’ school with me.

The Manor House from the south
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THE RIDING STABLES
The Falconwood Riding Stables were on the western side of our house.  Mr. 

Stevenson, who was an ex army Captain, was in charge.  Assisted by experienced 
stable hands he catered for various riding activities.  There were jumps in the field 
beyond our garden and hacking through Petts Wood was very popular. We local 
children helped out doing minor jobs.  Sunday mornings presented an opportunity 
for us.  We would go next door and wait outside the riding stables.  Mr. Stevenson 
would take the ride out himself on Sundays and people would arrive about mid-
morning, all dressed in their best riding clothes. The stable girls would bring out the 
horses and ponies to mount up.  There was a mounting block by the gate and we 
would stand by it to offer assistance.  Helping a lady mount her steed in a dignified 
way, was always worth a three-penny bit.  We took turns to hold the horses and to 
help those having problems mounting; they often showed their appreciation with 
a tip.

Mr. Stevenson, who was leading the ride, would wait until all were mounted in 
line. Next, standing in his stirrups, he would wave his whip in the air to start the 
ride. They would break into a trot as they headed for the St Paul’s Cray woods.

Some times we would help out in the stable yard, mostly mucking out and 
clearing up. The best horses all had stables but the others, including the ponies, were 
all put out to graze. The grazing fields were rotated and one field often used was in 
Holbrook Lane.  This meant that they would need to be taken there.  Usually about 
four or five ponies would be making the trip.  There was normally one experienced 
rider leading and we novices following behind.  As a rider you were given a halter 
and a small blanket for your pony, plus another halter if you were leading a second 
pony.  We would trot down Church Lane, hoping the road would be clear when we 
reached Royal Parade.  Often we would shoot across into Bull Lane like cowboys in 
some western, unable to stop the ponies if we tried.  I fell off many times, but it was 
great fun.  Fortunately we never had any real accidents.  At the bottom of Bull Lane 
we would turn right into Holbrook Lane and the field was at the far end. This is just 
beyond where Poyntell Crescent is now situated.  We loosed them out and then 
walked back with the tack, arguing about who had been the best rider. 

Further past the stables, were the two Rectory Cottages.  Mr Leasy, who was the 
verger to St Nicholas’ Church, lived in number two.  Beyond the cottages was the 
fire station.  There were two fire engines that stood outside ready for action.  The 
main one was an immaculate large red Dennis.  This carried an extending rescue 
ladder and had huge polished wooden wheels.  The driving position was totally 
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open and only a short vertical windscreen was fitted.  I often saw the firemen 
cleaning the Dennis when not busy doing training. Parked in the left corner of the 
yard was the Bedford fire truck.  This was the type the AFS used during WW2 and 
was probably a back-up to the Dennis.

Across the road was the Tiger’s Head Public House.  Quite often I would watch 
the draymen delivering the beer.  The large barrels were slung with a rope, and 
slid down the chute into the cellar.  This was accomplished with a skill born of 
experience.  I admired their strength and skill as they always completed the 
delivery in a very short time.
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LEAVING
We continued to live at Glebe House until 1951, when we were told it was to be 

closed up and the families to be dispersed.  We were to move to a new house in 
another part of Chislehurst.  This coincided with my leaving St Nicholas’ School.  It 
was a sad time for me, as I would lose contact with most of my local friends.  The 
house had meant a lot to me and moving into a small house, with a small garden, 
would not be the same.

I had experienced a freedom in my childhood that enabled me to learn all kinds 
of things.  Unfettered by an urban environment, mine had been an experience with 
the land and the wildlife.  My time had not been involved with television or even 
radio (apart from listening to Dick Barton, special agent) but I was now 11 years old 
and starting to grow up, I had to look to the future.

That said, I will always look back and remember Glebe House as a place where 
money was not a pre-requisite for happiness.  I consider myself lucky to have lived 
there and I am sure that all the other children that lived in the house feel the same 
way.

As I have retained my interest in Chislehurst over the years, I have read many 
of the books available.  However, they contain very little information about Glebe 
House and hardly any photographs.  I hope I can help resolve this situation by 
passing on some of my knowledge and experiences.

During my research into background for my story I have met many people who 
remember things as I do and I hope that more people may share some of my 
memories of Chislehurst just after WW2.
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REFERENCE POINTS
Just to connect a few points from 1948 to today.
Glebe House was demolished in 1960, and the New Rectory was built on the site 

of its former back lawn.  The new houses facing north in The Glebe stand in the area 
of the former horses’ jumping field. The map on page 23 shows the location of the 
pond at the end of the lawn; this was filled in during the redevelopment. 

The large weeping beech tree still stands on the green in front of the new houses  
(photograph page 8 far left)

In Manor Park Road at the entrance to The Glebe there is an old wall on your right. 
This is part of the original stable wall, and thanks to the late Thomas Bushell it was 
saved from demolition. Thomas considered it to be either of Tudor or Elizabethan 
origin, and it is now protected by a preservation order.

White Gates cottage stands on the site of the former riding stables and Bishop’s 
Walk was the grazing field behind the stables.

The Old Fire Station is now the Headquarters of the Commons Conservators.
Rectory Meadow, was opposite Glebe House. During the time I lived there it was 

used for horse grazing. There was a magnificent large tree on the corner of Church 
Lane; this was later cut down when houses were built on the north side of Manor 
Park Road. Walnut Tree Close was then built on the north end of the meadow.

All of this land was formerly owned by the Church and was referred to as Glebe 
lands.

Although Glebe House was demolished, the back door was saved.  The door, in 
uncut form, has been hung in St Nicholas’ Church at the base of the tower as the 
door to the hymnbook store.  Next to it are some of the wood panels from the 
house. The door is located facing the south entrance.

The inscription ‘T 1735 M’ above the back door shown in the photograph (page 4) 
could not be saved, as it was found to have been only made in plaster.

The former organist’s house ‘Wardly’ stood in Church Lane where now you will 
see Cedarmore Court.  Some of the magnificent cedars, and other trees in the 
former Manor House garden were not cut down when the area was redeveloped. 
These trees survive in the private road called Prince Consort Drive.

The Tiger’s Head public house has changed little externally since I lived nearby.
If you walk down Botany Bay Lane and turn right along Birdcage Walk, you will 

pass Hawkwood Garden cottage. Continue on and you will reach Pond Wood, 
offering a fine view of the landscape.

The large field I used to roam in behind Glebe House now belongs to Cooper’s 
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School.
You can now walk along the path below Cooper’s School towards Flusher’s Pond 

and on to Willett Wood.
Today the National Trust owns much of Hawkwood.  This will allow many more 

people to enjoy walking the area, as I did many years ago.

Coopers House, now part of Coopers Technology College
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